in most cases were simply knocked flat, without completed wrecking the gliders. One American correspondent, Dici Mowrer, of the Chicago Daily News, did a marvellou journalistic job. He parachuted down somewhere near Si Raphael, procured an air lift back to Rome and was able t< cable a full story to his paper the same day. Mowrer bea me handsomely, for it also appeared in the Daily Telegrap, by arrangement.
As the sky greyed into dawn we saw, at last, the cliffs o the Cote d'Azure dotted with its luxurious villas. Glasse disclosed agitated occupants here and there leaving hurriedb in night attire. Inland rose the massif of the Esteril Hills All around us, as far as the eye could see, the plaeii Mediterranean was covered with transports, landing craf and warships. Greedily drinking in that wonderful se; picture, I reflected that the memory of this spectacle woul< compensate for all disappointments and difficulties.
The enduring mystery was the enemy's apparent lack o interest. On board, during the voyage, we had been givei impressive details of the strength of his defences along th twenty miles of beach that was to be assaulted. The1 included all kinds of objectionable impedimenta am obstructions, from mines and under-water obstacles t< impregnable pillboxes and formidable casements. Only on thing was lacking, namely the will to defend this coast, an< of that we had no advance knowledge. Most of the troop who were supposed to be holding these beaches were, in fact Russians or Poles who had been captured on the Easten front and, deeming discretion the better part, had change* sides and uniforms. They had little fight in them.
As the dawn brightened we heard more rumblings and sa^v flashes inland, but there was still no firing from the shore Half a mile to seaward lay the great U.S. battleship Arkansa with her guns reared for action. We saw them red-throate< and their thunder rolled across the water. Other, mor distant warships joined in, and we watched, in perfec safety, the terror and waste of a gigantic naval bombard in cut.
But these lumbering monsters were old-fashioned. Pres ently amid the storm of sound we heard a thumpinjir fields with nosts to stop glider land-acetiouslvn suppressing their excessive energy thiabout the entry into Rome. What was the world waiting to learn? Surely that         copy "queucing up" for its turn on the radio to ]
